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Author's Notes: 

| must have written this about two years ago! | was searching through my harddrive and just kind of 
stumbled across it, and then with a bit of reworking decided that | might as well post it. Why the Velvet 
Underground references? | DON'T KNOW. | must have been going through a phase haha because they have no 


relevance, but eh, they're a mood-setter. 


November 30, 1994 
Lincroft, New Jersey 


Rachel watches the shadows on the walls of the spare room, soft at the edges, moving in sync with his 
actions in the lamp light. If he squints at them they stay still for long enough to form shapes, and in his mind 
he's adding things - people - to the silhouetted picture of himself lying on his back, smoking a cigarette in the 
middle of the bed. 


"Shit! 


Cigarette ash falls onto his chest. The whole thing goes into the silver tin on the bedside table quickly after 
that, because he should quit anyway, and more to the point because he shouldn't be burning holes into another 


person's bedsheets, no matter how punk rock. 


Maria's laughing again in the next room, the master bedroom. Her and Sebastian have been talking quietly since 


Rachel went to bed, fuzzy words, all mixed up and Rachel doesn't know the subject. 


He wants to, of course. He wonders what the happy couple find to laugh about, because as far as he knows 
Maria's humour is very, very different to the singer's and yet Baz can't get enough of her sometimes, 


dependent on her company. 


His face turning sour, Rachel brings the bundle of Polaroids up to his face again instead - and they're all 
pictures of him. Dozens of them. 


They'd been stashed in a brown paper bag in the drawer of the bedside table and he'd found them whilst 
looking for a pen, completely by accident. They were from over a year ago, but he remembers them. He 
remembers them just a little too well, and that's why Maria's giggles reverberating through the walls irritate 


him to such an extent. 


In his head he can hear Verus h furs and that slow, heavy, repetitive drone and screeching of instruments 
playing in the background. He can feel the cocaine burning inside him, in his nose, stinging, and the alcohol 
sloshing in his stomach. Like now he's flat on his back, splayed out in the middle of the bed. Baz's legs are on 
either side of his waist and he's got the Polaroid camera pointed downwards, snapshots scattered around them. 


"The fuck is your fascination?" he can hear himself laughing, as he tries to bat the camera in another 


direction. Sebastian laughs, too, shirtless and grinning above him. The camera looms. The flash goes off again. 


There they all were, the photographs - dozens of Polaroid portraits taken in the hotel room in England, 
Rachel's mass of brown curls and dark eyes a feature in each one. And Baz had kept them all. Even the 


blurred ones. 


There were a few with his hand up to the lens, small fractions of his face visible between the gaps in his 
fingers. Rachel flicks through these one by one. Whole hearted grins, mid-speech shots, feeble attempts to 
wriggle away - Baz had got them all. One photograph depicts the bassist with the bed covers pulled up to his 
face, squirming onto his side, so that only one eye and cheekbone and the floral patterned bedding can be seen 


In the next one he's got his elbows planted firmly behind him, lifting him up, and he regards the camera with a 
look that's cool, composed, even a little cocky. Yeah, that's the photograph to sum up what Rachel wants to 
portray of himself, save for the floral bedding still hitched up his chest. And yet the next one... 


The next one is better. Rachel's biting his lip and the camera's moved towards him a fraction of an inch. 
There's no mistaking that look - the one that's primal and assertive and 100% sex; the photograph that could 
never make it out into the real world, ever ever ever. That's why Baz has kept them hidden, even from Maria. 
They're the proof. They're the solid undeniable truth that points the finger, places the blame and states, yeah 
that happened. 


Baz had kissed him that night - slow and sultry and with his fingers snaking into the bassist's hair as he did it. 
Baz had kissed him, and Rachel had leapt right back into it, grabbing onto anything that he could find to pull 
Sebastian closer, flush against his chest as he'd kissed back with greed. 

"Aren't you documenting this, too, fucker?" Rachel had asked. 

And that's why there's one of him toying with the button of his jeans; another of them pushed down just a 
little too low and, a few snaps later, one of Sebastian's tanned hand draped over Rachel's naked, spread thighs 
with his face obscured from view as he gives, undeniably, the best head Rachel has ever received. 

The bassist swallows, reaching for his cigarette again in the ashtray. All Tomorrow's Parties is playing now in 
his head, as he lights it up, and if he tries really hard he can still feel the singer's breath on his thighs and 
strands of hair between his fingers. Baz had swallowed, too, every last bit. 

It was only good because it was Baz. 


"Fuck," he whispers, because he's fucked. 


The photos are pushed from his chest onto the bed beside him hazardously, all over the place, as he takes 


another drag from his cigarette and another and another. Fuck, here he is. And what a mess. 

Rachel's eyes are fixed to the shadows again, watching them shudder with every breath. They creep 
underneath the door and out onto the landing, or maybe they're creeping in from outside - he doesn't know, 
just wishes they'd stop. Thin shadows, vertical ones, pressing in 


Its the room, he tells himself, it's the room. 


He lights another cigarette, because he can't quit regardless, and then Maria laughs again next door and he 


puts it out on the pillowcase and curses and squeezes his eyes shut. 
"Shut up," he mutters, pressing his face into the pillow, "shut up, shut up." 


He's vaguely aware of the sound of the door, a gentle squeak as it's pushed open, but doesn't register it 


properly until there are footsteps crossing the room, and the bed dips and a hand is on his shoulder. There's 
warmth radiating from the body beside him; warmth in the voice, too. 


"Rachel -" 
Fuck no. 


"lim fine," he mumbles, cracking an eye open to see Sebastian gazing down at him, shirtless and stripped to his 


shorts, still wearing socks. He smells like smoke and hour-old aftershave. 

"Who you talkin’ to?" 

Rachel sighs, rubbing his face into the pillow again. "No one," he says, shrugging the hand off as he sits up. 
"Myself" As he tries to meet Sebastian's eyes, he finds himself looking instead to the photographs still 


scattered over the bed. And Baz isn't dumb - he follows Rachel's gaze and stares on for a moment. 


"Oh," he says slowly, yet still his voice is warm and deep and holds that rasp that Rachel loves and is 
quintessentially New Jersey. "Right" 


"I just found them," the bassist mumbles, and then a lie: "| forgot they existed" 
"| didn't." 


Sebastian looks at him, dead on with honesty. Rachel's shadow has crept over his chest and buried into the 
crook of his neck, licking down to his stomach, and the bassist wishes he could join it there, too. 


"No," he says finally, biting his lip, "me neither." 

Sebastian sighs deeply. Rachel wants to kiss him everywhere. 

"Look, | just -" Baz begins, standing up from the bed and beginning to pace slowly. "We were drunk. And you 
know it. Drunk and high and -" Suddenly he seems to remember Maria, as with a glance towards the door he 
drops his voice and leans over the bed imploringly. "Well, it was stupid, wasn't it” 

Rachel is shaking his head no. "I don't -" 

‘I'm not asking you to take it back" 

Baz has his knees on the bed again in a matter of seconds, and then a moment later he's straddling Rachel in 
the same way as the photographs, only he's got his hands cradled around the bassist's head as he kisses him 


soundlessly. Rachel clutches desperately to his hips. 


Heroin Yeah, that was next one. It had been playing in the aftermath when they'd lay side by side laughing like 


virgins, and Rachel had rolled over and cuddled into the singer's side where they'd stayed for another hour, 
basking in the finale. That was their romance at it's very peak. He didn't know what else he'd expected of the 
situation. Photos had been spread out all over the bed like now. 


They'd fucked the next morning, too. 


"If she wasn't here.." Rachel tries shakily, his breath heavy against the singer's lips. His hands tremble as they 


slide up Sebastian's sides, and in his mind he's willing only one thing: touch me, touch me. 


Baz presses his forehead tightly against Rachel's. "No," he says, and brushes a lock of curly hair away from 
Rachel's cheek. "Fuck, | couldn't." 


Rachel shudders against him, reaching up for another kiss. His lips hit the side of the singer's mouth as Baz 
turns his head away instead. 


"Please," Rachel begs. 


And slowly Sebastian lets him. In an instant Rachel devours the singer whole, kissing his mouth with a fire 
burning in his stomach because he knows - he knows - that this will be the last time. With his arms wrapped 
tightly around Baz's middle and Baz's fingers curling in his hair, there's no mistaking it, and really all Rachel 
wants to do is flip them over and flourish kisses everywhere, and watch the singer's face contort and change 


when he comes. 
They're disturbed by the sound of a door opening further down the corridor again, and Sebastian jerks back 
and staggers unevenly to his feet. Another door closes - the bathroom probably. Rachel wants to wrap his 


mouth around the bulge in the singer's boxers. 


"You don't get it," Sebastian hisses, his back pressed to the wall and chest heaving as he stares at Rachel, stil 


amongst the mess of bedcovers and photographs. "I love her, you know. | /ove her." 


"| know," Rachel breathes. He gets it, alright. He gets it so much and he hates it; wishes he didn't understand, 
just so that he could try to fuck it up for them. Oh hey Maria, no Im not staying, | just came by fo fell you a 
couple of things about your husband You might wanna sit down 

Baz turns his eyes to the ground. "I just... | can't” 

Rachel just nods. The toilet flushes and Baz jerks again, looking towards the bedroom door that still stands ajar. 


"| have to... go.." he mumbles. 


It's all excuses, always is. He leaves quietly, and Rachel waits and breathes and hears Maria giggling again 


before their bedroom door closes, and then launches the ashtray beside him across the room in anguish. He'll 


take a collection of the photographs home tomorrow, and stick them to the corkboard in his kitchen like 
trophies. 


